I '■« I'- • . T1 - — rw— ■. .11 - — 

7 he Hi fiery of ' 'I 

Val. Do fo,for itis worth the liftningto , thefe nineinBuc. 
krom,that I told thee of. 

Prj?» So,two more already. 

Tal. Their pointsbeing broken, 

P oinet Downe fell his hofe. 

F al. Began to giu me ground: but I followed me clofe.ca » e 
infoote andhandjdt with a though t,feuen of thceleuen I paid 

Priw. O monftrous! eleuen buckrom men grown out of tvvo> 

Yal, Butasthe diuell would haue it, three mif-be^otteii 
hn aue s,inkendal greent,came at my backe,and let driuc at me 
*°rit wasfodarke, Hal, that thou couldft not feethyhand. 

Vrin. Thefe lyes are like the father that begets them,o- r * 0 flj 
as a moutaine,ope palpable. Why thou clay-braind eu’tsthou 
kn otty-patedloolcjthou horfon obfcene greafie tallow catch 

fal. Whatfart thgu mad? art thou madHs not the truth the 
truth? 

Vrin, Why, how couldft thou know thefe men in Kendall 
grcene,when itwasfo darkethou couldft not fee thy hand/ 
cotrerell vs your reafon, What faieft thou to this? 

Pwv. Gome,your reafon Iacke, your reafon. 

F<»/. What, vpon compullion?Zoundes,and I were atthe 
ftrappadojor al the racks in the world,I would not tel you on 
compulfion.Giue you a reafon on compulfio? ifreafohs were 
as plenty as blackeberries, I would giue no man a reafon vpon 
compulfion,I. ' r 

Pm. Hebe no longer guiltie of this finne, Thisfammine 
coward,this bed-preiTen,this horfe* back-breaker, this We 
hil of fle/h. ° 

Frf/.Zbloud you ftarueling,youelfskin,you dried neats ton*, 
buls«pizzel,you ftockefilh: O for breath to vttcr ! what is like 
thee?you taylers yard,you lheath,you bowcafe, you vile ftan- 
dmg tucke. 

R'/»,Wel»breath a while, and then to it againe,& when thou 
haft tired thy felfem bafe comparifos,hearc mgfpeak but thus 

P oi. Markcjlacke, r 

Vri. We two,faw you foure,fct on foure,& bound them A' 

\\ ere matters oftheif vvclchsmarkc now ho w aplaine talefhsl 
puty ou dovrneuhen did wee two fetonyoufourc^ and with a 

wordj 


Henry the fourth. 
word outfac’t you fromyour prize,8c haiie ir,yea,& can 
ityouhercin thehoufe.iSc Falftalffe, you carricdyour guts a* 
wav as nimbly, with as quick dextftity/c roared for met cy,8c 

ftillrun &roare,aseuerI heard bul-calfe. What a flaue art t o 
r-> hack thv fw ord as thou haft don?& then lay it was in lift c * 

What triekePjyhat dcuice i what ftartingfrole canft thou now 
find out, to hide thee fro m this open arid nppufant llvime? 

Pom. Comclets heare,lacke what rrickc haft'tliou now? 
fVi/.BytheLord,! knewyeas wdas he that made ye. Why 
heareyou,mymafters,wasitfor me, to kil theheireapparantf 

fliould I turne vpon the truePrince’vyhy , thou knoweft'l ana 
as valiant as Hercules-.but, beware inftin cle the Lion will not 
touch the true Prince,inftinft is a grea'tf matter - Iwas a coward 
on inftin ft, I Ihall thinlce the better of my felfe, 3c thee, during 
my life}I,for a valiabt Lyon,andthou,fora true prince : but, 
by the Lord, lads, I am glad you haue the money .Hoftelle, clap 
to the do ores, watch to night, pray to fflQrfo W, gallants, lads, 
boyes, hearts of gold, al the titles ofgoodfellovVlMpp Come to 
you « Whatlhallwebeme!rrie,ihall wee haue a play extent- 
pore: 

t 7 9 «».Content,& the argument fhal be, thy running away. 

F al. A,no more of that Hal,& thou louft mz. Enter hojtejfe. 
Ho. Olefu, my Lord the Prince t 

Prw.How now my Lady the hoftefle,what faift thou to foe* 
Ho. Marry, my L. there is a noble man of the court,at doorc 
Would fpeake with you.-he faies,he comes from your father, 
Fnn. Giue him as much, as will make him a royall man,and 
fend him back againe to my mother, 

Fal. Whatmanncrofmanishc? 

Ho. An old man. 

F*/.What doth grauitie out ofhis bed atmidnight ? Shall I 

giue him his anfwcre? 

Prw.Pretheedo,Iacke.Frf/.Fairh,and lie fend him packing.' 

Exit. 

Pm.Nowfirs,birlady you fought faire,fo did you Peto,fo 
did you Bardol.you are Lyons too,you ran away vpon inftinft. 
you wil not touch the true Prince-, no fie, 

£far,Faith,I ran when I faw others runne, 

^ Trince* 
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